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ADVERTISEMENT 

BY  THE 

EDITOR. 

THE  foUowingPoem^  that  fome 
Weeks  ago  fell  into  my  Hands  ^ 
and  which ^  from  the  warm  Spirit  of 
Liberty  and  Patriotifm  it  breathes^ 
will  be  agreeable  to  all  true  Lovers 
of  their  Country^  was^  I  am  in- 
formed^ written  by  a  young  Gentle- 
man who  died  in  the  late  unfortu- 
nate Attack  of  Fort  St.  Lazaro  at 
Carthagena.  If  he  Jhould  be  thought 
to  over-value  our  Land-Forces  em- 
ployed on  this  Occafton^  that  may  be 
imputed  to  his  Confcioufnefs  of  the 

Cou- 
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Courage  and  generous  Ardor  of thofe 
brave  devoted  Youths^  hh  Compa^ 
nions  in  the  Expedition:^  without 
having  duly  conftdered  what  elfe  was 
necejfary  to  render  fuch  an  arduous 
and  fevere  Undertaking  fuccefsfuL 
But  the  Honour  of  the  Britifti  Arms 
will^  we  doubt  notj  foon  be  retrie-^ 
ved^  his  prophetic  Ode  entirely  ful-- 
filled  J  and  their  Fate  avenged  on  all 
their  Enemies. 


THE 


The  EXPEDITION.    An  ODE^ 

I. 

FR  OM  the  charnid  Port  efcap'd  at  laft. 
Each  Fear  of  peaceful  Orders  paft, 
Britannia's  awful  Navy  rode  the  Main  : 
While  on  the  farthefl:  rocky  Steep, 
That  wide  furveys  the  furging  Deep, 
,  Stood  the  fcdr  Goddefs  with  her  airy  T'rain, 

II. 

Proud,  fhe  beheld  the  pompous  Sights 
The  Sea  with  fwelling  Canvafs  bright, 

^nd  gayly-dreadful  Banners  waving  high , 
She  joyful  heard  the  fhouting  Band, 
Who,  parting,  hail  their  Parent-land^ 

Refolv'd  for  her  to  conquer  or  to  die. 

IIL 

On  the  great  Scene  fhe  mus'd  a  while ; 

Then  thus  the  Guardian  of  our  Ifle, 
From  her  full  Breaft,  exhaPd  the  rifing  Flame,™« 

Go,  Britons!  clad  in  Thunder,  go! 

Pay  the  long  Vengeance  which  you  owe. 
To  your  affronted  Country's  injur'd  Name ! 

B  IV. 
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IV. 

Who  had  the  Lion  lull'd  to  Reft  ? 

What  Jhameful  Spell  had  numb'd  his  Breaft  ? 
He  numbering  lay,  extin6l  his  native  Fire : 

Behold!  he  rouzes  up  again, 

Behold !  he  fhakes  his  angry  Main ; 
The  confcious  Foreft  trembles  at  his  Ire. 

V. 

Go  forth,  my  Britons!  brave  as  free, 

Fix  your  Dominion  o'er  the  Sea. 
Heaven  throned  your  Ifle  amid  the  guardian  Waves: 

While  you  the  Trading  Flood  command. 

Yours  is  the  Wealth  of  every  Land  ^ 
The  fubjedt  World  is  yours  with  all  its  Slaves, 

VI. 

Shall  the  weak  Spaniard^  in  Decay, 

The  feeble  Evening  of  his  Day, 
With  you  amid  the  ftormy  Deep  contend  ? 

He,  whom  in  his  meridian  Height^ 

While  yet  but  dawn'd  your  Naval  Might, 
My  Howards,  Drakes, and  Raleighs  taught 
to  bend?  '  VII. 
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VII. 

O  Shame!  O  Guilt!  that  Britijh  Hands 

Should  ever  feel  his  galling  Bands ! 
That  e'er  his  wretched  Barks  durft  touch  my  Shore 

Then  may  the  daftard  Kite  infefl 

The  Royal  Eagle's  airy  Neft, 
And  proudly  riot  in  his  young  One's  Gore. 

VIII. 

Even  She,  that,  by  the  treacherous  ^ill,^ 

And  fai thief s  Treaties  broke  at  Will^ 
Mines  on,  to  Freedom  ^n  eternal  Foe ; 

What  is  fhe  ?  w^hat  her  Armies  all  ? 

What  are  the  numerous  Youth  of  Gaul, 
But  Earth-bound  Infeds  crawling  here  below  ? 

IX. 

Wing'd  with  the  Winds,  you  ride  fublime  j 
You  tread  the  Surge  from  Clirne  to  Clime  y 

The  dreadful  Ocean  faves  not  from  your  Power ; 
Soon  may  you  queU  her  ;dle  Boaft, 
Soon  crufh  each  Dunkirk  of  her  Coaft : 

To  rule  the  rugged  Waves  was  ne'er  her  Dower, 

B  2  X 
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X. 

And  Shc^  fliall  She,  in  proud  Conceit, 

Send  forth  her  half-munition*d  Fleet, 
And  (d.y^'-T'hus  far,  nor  farther  jhall  you  move? 

Shall  flie  her  oft-firuck  Standard  rear  ? 

She  bound  my  Lightning's  dread  Career  ? 
Shall  mud-born  Hitans  check  the  Bolts  of  Javef 

XL 

Valn'are  her  Views,  her  Arts  all  vain. 

O'er  Europe  to  extend  her  Chain  : 
The  firmer  North  will  dafh  her  Phrenzy  down  ; 

How  often  has  her  giddy  Arms, 

Perplexed  the  Nations  with  Alarms, 
And  yet  no  People  conquer'd— but  her  own  ? 

XIL 

Leave  them  to  fhape  their  various  Aims, 

Leave  them  to  wrangle  out  their  Claims  ; 
But  {hare  the  Sceptre  of  the  Deep  with  none  : 

Hold  that  true  Balance  in  your  Hands ; 

They  rife  or  fall  as  it  commands : 
Earth  was  for  many  made,  the  Sea  for  one. 

XIIL 
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XIII. 

O  Vernon,  honeft  Son  of  Fame! 

A  while  reprefs  thy  noble  Flame, 
Sufpend  a  while  thy  ill-provided  Hand : 

Wide-roird  before  propitious  Gales, 

To  thee  the  Britijh  Thunder  fails ; 
Then  grafp  the  Storm,  and  hurl  the  vengeful  Brand! 

XIV. 

Even  now,  perhaps,  you  droop  the  Head, 

Each  Hope  of  promised  Succour  dead. 
And  oft  your  Eye  explores  the  friendlefs  Main  y 

While  the  joint  Foe,  let  loofe  from  hence. 

Reduce  the  ViBor  to  Defence, 
And  humbled  Blafs  refumes  the  Pride  of  Spain, 

XV. 

Yet,  yet,  a  little ! — Soon  will  fliine 

The  long-wifh'd  Aid  for  which  you  pine, 
.  A  Force  th'  aftonifh'd  Wefi  ne'er  faw  before. 

How  will  thy  Tranfport  then  run  high  ! 

What  Courage  flame  in  every  Eye ! 
What  fore-felt  Triumphs  ring  along  the  Shore !  ' 

XVL 


[    10  ] 


XVI. 

They  meet!  the  Sons  of  Britain  meet; 

With  fccret  Pride  each  other  greet ! 
Fair  Emulation  fires  the  kindred  Heart : 

All  with  one  filial  Spirit  glow, 

All,  all,  demand  their  Cpuntiy's  Foe, 
And  on  the  deftin'd  Prize,  refiftlefs,  dart. 

xvir. 

I  fee  thy  Towers,  Ha v an n ah,  fall! 

Thy  blazing  Port !  thy  rufliing  Wall ! 
At  once,  glad  Cuba  ftoops  to  Freedom's  Sway, 

O,  as  your  V alour  fliines  fupreme. 

Mix  it,  my  Sons,  with  Mercy's  Beam, 
And  teach  the  cherifh'd  Nations  to  obey ! 

XVIII. 

Make  this  ONE  Conqueft,  This  maintain; 

Or  all  you  do  is  all  in  vain  : 
This  o'er  the  Wefiern  JVorld  will  raife  your  Throne: 

Then  then  (hall  vile  Conventions  ceafe  j 

Then  you  command^  not  pur  chafe  Peace 
Then  cancelVd  is  your  Shame,  and  then  alone, 

XIX. 


XIX. 

The  Genius  of  that  ample  Shore, 

His  plumy  Veftments  ftain'd  with  Gore, 
From  ancient  Woods,  by  Nature  rear -d,  defcends : 

To  you  he  turns  his  rueful  Eyes ; 

"  Ye  warlike  Guefts  (to  you  he  cries) 
Is  it  by  you  my  cruel  Bondage  ends  ? 

XX. 

Are  you  the  blue-efd  People^  fent 

To  free  this  haplefs  Continent, 
Known  to  thefe  Woods  in  old  Prophetic  Song? 

For  whom  fo  many  bleeding  Shades 

Sad-pine  amid  the  gloomy  Glades ; 
Calling  to  Him  ON  high^ — How  long!  how  long! 

XXI. 

O  come !  and  on  our  common  Foes, 

Avenge  my  Childrens  matchlefs  Woes  \ 
Avenge  the  Blood  of  Millions,  bafely  fpilt ! 

The  Chrijiian  Ruffians^  fir'd  by  Gold, 

In  every  Crime  and  Horror  rolFd, 
Then  with  Religion  fandtify'd  their  Guilt. 

XXII. 


XXIL 

What  blafphemous  Pretence,  to  pleale 

Eternal  Love,  difturb'd  our  Eafe ? 
Could  not  thro*  Life  a  blamelefs  People  fteal^  ■ 

Their  limple  Hymns  in  Forefts  iing. 

And  hail  the  Universal  King, 
Safe  from  thy  impious  Rage,  detefted  Zeal? 

XXIII. 

Come  you,  and  beam  a  gentler  Ray, 

The  Sun-fhine  of  Celeftial  Day, 
On  our  expanding  Minds,  yet  leave  them  free : 

Affume  us  to  your  generous  State  > 

Be  juft,  be  good,  be  truly  great  ^  .  • 

And  I,  Britannia,  yield  my  World  to  Thee.T  ] 

XXIV.  ' 
She  faid.    Mean  time  with  profperous  Sweeps 

The  leffening  Navy  fkim'd  the  Deep ; 
And  now  It  finks  beneath  the  fluid  Sphere, 
.   Snatch'd  gradual  from  the  ft  raining  Eye, 

Where  the  laft  Billow  meets  the  Sky : 
Once  more  fhe  gjanc'd  a  Look,  then  funk  in  Aif. 
FINIS. 


